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Main Characters:

	Léna (28 years old): An ambitious yet somewhat reserved writer who escaped the hustle and bustle of the big city for a quiet village life. She has a cynical sense of humor, which she sometimes takes a bit too far.

	Ákos (32 years old): A divorced musician trying to rebuild his life. He is easygoing, sarcastic, and often cracks jokes—even when he shouldn't.


Supporting Characters:

	Léna’s best friend, Anna (who constantly delivers ironic remarks).

	Ákos’s ex-wife, Zorka.

	A few colorful and humorous village residents.
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Beginnings

Léna’s life in the big city is busy but stressful. Every morning, she squeezes into a crowded subway to get to the publishing house, where the editor-in-chief constantly reminds her of the looming deadline for her new book. Although her passion for literature remains unshaken, she has recently felt like all her ideas are uninspired.

After a long meeting—where the publishing team tossed around several creative yet impractical ideas—Léna finds herself sitting in a café, contemplating how to break free from her writer’s block. As she listens to a nearby group of writers loudly criticizing each other’s books, she feels completely lost in this world.

During a conversation with an old friend, Anna, the idea first arises that escaping the chaos of the city for the countryside might bring her inspiration. Anna, who always has a sharp and humorous take on things, remarks:

"You know, country life is like an Instagram filter for your romantic soul— everything looks better, but in reality, it’s full of chickens and the smell of manure."

Léna laughs and replies, "That’s exactly what I need."

The decision isn’t easy. She hesitates for a long time, unsure if she’s ready to leave behind her familiar life. One evening, during a contemplative walk through the city’s bustling streets, she stops in front of a bookstore window and spots an old novel about life in the countryside. This small sign solidifies her resolve.

On her last night in the city, strolling through the crowded streets, she realizes that the peace and quiet of the countryside might be just what she needs to reignite her passion for writing.

Léna’s journey to the village feels almost symbolic. As the towering skyscrapers fade into the distance, replaced by rolling green hills, meadows, and small villages, she finally begins to feel a sense of relief. The car radio plays an old, nostalgic song, stirring memories of the past few years. "This is what I’m looking for," she thinks to herself as she crosses an old stone bridge over a small stream.

Arriving at the village, her first impression is both soothing and chaotic. Children play in the town square, a dog naps peacefully on a bench, and an elderly man whistles cheerfully. Her new home is a charming old farmhouse with whitewashed walls, surrounded by nature. However, the yard is overgrown with weeds, and a drenched garden gnome with a missing head sits forgotten in a corner. On the kitchen table, she notices an old, worn-out photograph of a smiling family standing on the porch.

"What was their story?" The thought immediately sparks her writer’s curiosity. Her first day doesn’t go smoothly. The neighbor’s chickens invade her yard— apparently, the elderly woman next door had "accidentally left them there."
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Léna watches in shock as the little creatures scratch and peck through her freshly unpacked belongings. The yard fills with loud clucking and feathers stuck in the straw. The elderly woman, a cheerful but somewhat absent-minded lady, smiles apologetically:

"Oh, dear, these chickens are just so curious!"

Léna tries to handle the situation with patience, though she’s already mentally cursing country life. The woman offers to bring fresh eggs as an apology the next day, but all Léna can think about is how she’ll clean up the mess. She attempts to chase the chickens away, but in the end, they win.

Later that day, she sets out to explore the village. The small market in the town square is filled with fresh vegetables, fruits, and homemade pastries. The local baker, an elderly man, immediately notices her:

"You’re new here, aren’t you? Around here, we always notice a new face." Léna smiles, though she feels a bit uneasy at how quickly word of her arrival has spread.

However, there’s something warm and welcoming about the villagers that starts to ease her initial fears.

The evening doesn’t go much better. As she unpacks her boxes, she realizes that the house has unpredictable electricity, and every creaking door sounds straight out of a horror movie. But later that night, as she sits on the porch listening to the chirping crickets, she starts to feel a surprising sense of calm.

Meanwhile, Ákos, a musician, teaches at a small music studio in the village. During an online piano lesson, his student’s dog barks along in the background, perfectly in tune with a Beethoven piece. Chuckling, Ákos jokes:

"This is why I don’t teach dogs to play the piano."

His days are filled with small challenges, but to him, village life is a refuge from the complications of his past.
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The First Encounter

The warm summer air inside the small village store struggled to chase away the lingering morning mist, but the scent of fresh bread and spiced vegetables blended pleasantly with the smoky aroma of the  local  coffee. The creaking of the old wooden floor, the clatter of metal baskets, and the soft chime of the cash register filled the shop as Léna stepped up to the counter with a basket full of fresh produce. She still carried with her the crisp feeling of the morning fog, which the sun’s rays were slowly but surely dissolving.

As she glanced around, her eyes landed on Ákos, who was struggling to open a heavy can on the shelf. The young man was concentrating as if the fate of the world depended on this moment, yet somehow, his movements didn’t seem very effective.

"Having trouble?" Léna asked as she walked toward him. "You know, ever since the invention of the can opener, this shouldn’t be an issue."

Ákos looked up from his struggle and gave her a half-smile, as if he was used to people noticing his battles.

"Well, not everyone appreciates it when that little twisty mechanism tightens things more than it should," he replied.

Léna laughed and quickly took the can from his hands, making a few skillful attempts. Her hands moved quickly and confidently, as if she had been doing this for years. A small pop, and the can was open.

"Maybe it just didn’t occur to you that things can be this simple," she said with a playful smirk.

Ákos raised an eyebrow.

"Well, it seems that, in addition to the invention of the can opener, you also have some kind of secret superpower."

Léna paused for a moment before chuckling.

"Maybe no one told you, but women are often born knowing how to do everything."

Her response was not just humorous but carried a subtle hint— lighthearted and friendly, yet mysterious. Ákos couldn’t quite tell if she was serious or just teasing.

For a brief moment, silence wrapped around them. Ákos felt a subtle tension in the air—not about the can, but about something unspoken that had formed between them in that fleeting instant. It was their first meeting, and while their words were playful, something deeper was beginning to take shape, something neither of them mentioned aloud.
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Ákos raised his hand as if to celebrate his victory in finally opening the can and held it up in thanks, but there was something else he wanted to say—something he couldn’t quite find the words for. "That was really impressive," he said. "Luckily, food doesn’t have to wait."

Léna smiled, a spark of curiosity in her eyes.

"You probably still opened it faster than anyone else," she said as she headed toward the store’s door, the soft jingle of the bell accompanying her departure.

As she stepped outside, the rustling leaves of the nearby trees and
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